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-
called “great” as "Huck Finn" for
instance is great, each of these has
excellencies far beyond the ordinary.

It is of interest also to note that
each is obviously the work of a be-
ginner at the trade. Each book Is
marked by certain crudities that
suggest inexperience; crudities that
may easily be overcome. Further-
more it is significant that each of
these books is from the South, a
section af the country which has
until now produced very littie
of consequence in American litera-
ture. Parenthetically, one may
add Mrs. Tyler's remarkable novel
“Children of Transgression” as
evidence of the possible appear-
ance of a newly inspired, vigorous
Southern “school” of creative litera-
ture, And whereas the wild Western
¥yarn and the analytieal story of the
life of our ewn “effete East" are
chiefly reminiscent and contempla-
tive, the problems of the South are
those of to-morrow as well as of
to-day.

Mr. Stribling’s story was egnceived
from the standpoint of the educated
mhlatto and was placed In Tennes-
see. Mr. Shapds's novel is larger,
more ‘u'oa.dly conceived, chiefly from
the point of view of the sympathetio
"White man, and its scene is Texas,
its negroes of the older plantation
type and its white society, in some
respects, even more primitive than

the cynical folk of the Tennessee |

story. It also deals openly with the
case of a very bad “bad nigger” who
ends his career by being burned to
death by a mob—a scene, by the
way, that can best be characterized
by the hackneyed phrase, “Homeric"
—simple, direct in its ‘savagery and
as inexorably inevitable as sny other
natural phenomenon—Ilike the erup-
tion of a volcano. But it remalns in
«orrect proportion; it is but an in-
cident, and not the most vital one of
the story. -

In each novel the central point of
the whole trouble may be summed
up in a single word—miscegenation,
The inevitable racial conflicts witk
all their manifestations are uli-
mately traceable to just that. In
this story the educated eolurl.‘d par-
son sums jt up:

“Where two races continue to live
side by side in the same country
either the less numerous race is
swept aside and dies out, like the In-
dians, or it is absorbed; it is amal-
gamated with  the cther, like the
Spaniards in Mexico. . . . They
mix till finally there is nothing but
the . mixture.” To which another
negro replies: “But white folks and
niggers ain't never gwine to mix in
no sich way as dat.” The parson's
answer is that they “have pretty
well done it already in some Central
and Sonth American
More dramatically the case is also
stated by a Southern white weman:

“Oh, it's horrible, horrible,” said
Mrs. Deane, “how we are cursed
with these niggers. Everybody calls
us gavages when we burn the men
for outraging white girls, and the
(negro) women go on day after day
ruining our boys. What are we to
do?"

“Well, there's no need to ery about
it,” said Jasper, senior, “it's an old
story. . . . .We brought the nig-
zers here and what would we do if
we didn't have ‘em to work for us?"

Mr. Shand’s story is a hard knot
of tragedy, a knot that cannot be
untied. His conclusion is no finality;
no more than a cutting of a minor
strand, leaving the whole worse than
evef'in (ts tightencd tangle. The
stony, , engls , With "the unintentional
killing by the Ku Klux Klan of the
leading white man, the best loved
white man in the county, who Is
shot during their attempt to seize
the negro parson whom he wishes to
protect, The final note is one of hor-
ror at what they have done—of a
suggested realization that lawless
violence and revolt is no way out of
the tangle. It Is a tremendously ef-
fegtive. elimax, but it s no Aris-

tofglian kathkarsis of the drama. No
- cleaneing s, In effect, possible.

e plot folfosrs ‘two main lines;
t attempts of this leading white
mah, Will Robertson, to carry on
wigly A -aadbntly;, to treat the
nagro ju tly, but not without sym- |

countries,” |

There is also a sub-plot, or a paral-
lel illustration, a variant on the main
theme, in the case of Thompson, the
easy going storekeeper, who has been
living openly with a mulatio woman,
and who falls a victim to the Ku
Klux crusade, one of the banners of
which is: “We Want No Mulatto
Babies.," The thing is told with a
grim directness, with no mincing of
words—a stark horror. But here, as
indeed throughout the book, Mr.
Shands is entirely free from any
cheap sensationalism. He tells a
straightforward story, without any
embroideries of diction; it is almost
too hard and undecorated, but ft
makes a startlingly sharp outline.
Each scene stands out, lurid, but not
exaggerated.

In construction the story is ex-
cellent; orderly, well proportioned:
its action always inevitably derived
and never forced or even hurried.
From the standpoint of technigue it
is even a better work than “Birth-
right,” its only noticeabls drawback
beipg a little stitl'ness especially at
first, in its manner; a tendency to
let his pebtpje solloquize a bit un-
naturally. These 'are minor rough-
nesses that can easily be overcome
by practice.

The background of this and the
other recent Bouthern novels Is in-
teresting in itself; an oddly primi-
tive society, not out of touch with
to-day but nevertheless actually liv-
ing, for the most part, in the late
'70s or '80s of the past century. For
one thing, religion az expressed in
the church life, the importance of
the minister and the part played by
the wvarious denominations in the
affairs of the community is vastly
more important, more vitally a
reality, thag In any Northern or
Western community.

One weuld like to devote columns
to pointimg out the incidentally fine
things in Mr. Shand's story, and it
would be easy to plck scores of quot-
able passages of importance even
out of their context, but it mpst
suffice to advise the diseriminating
and thoughtful reader to read the
book itself. It is not meant prima-
rily to amuse, though merely as an
arresting narrative it will hold any
ene's attention. t"is a wholly
proper function of ereative literature
to arouse and stimulate thought, and
it can be done without allowing the
product to degenerate to the level of
a tract or a “medicated” novel. As
to that, Mr. Shands has no very pre-
cise doctrine to preach—unless it be
human kindness, justice and under-
standing—as his main purpose is to
state the basic problem,

This he has done with, very great
effectiveness. It is not too much to
suggest that Mr, Shands has in him
the making of a novelist, and per-
haps a dramatist, of a very high
rank.

DAVID THE SON OF JESSE. By
Marjorie Strachey. Tha Century
Company.

T might be thought a difficult
task to retell the story of David
—and of Jonathan, Goliath,

Bathsheba, Absalom et al—In s=uch

| literary

ter of modern back yard gossip, or.];
to use an American comparison, it
is an affair of a lot of evil minded |
old women in porch rockers on :I;
boarding house veranda talking over
that awful story about Bathsheba |
and other ladies who were no better
than they should be, Even the in-
cident of Abishag, the Shunammite
maiden, is given with similar modeérn
improvements. We are told that
“for a time at least the old man got
a little comfort!™

The thing is wholly vicious It
may have some appeal to well meéan-
ing, not over intelligent readers ta
whom it may come as, in some s07(, &
“Bible story” and therefore gumn-|
teed all right. It is thus capable of |
doing real harm. It has not the
shadow of an artistic excuse. |

THE OPPIDAN. By Shane Leslie |
Charleg Scribner's Sons. |

R. SBHANE LESLIE needs no!
M introduction, though this .sl
his first appearance as a
novelist. As might be expected from
his achievement as essayist and
critic, the story has a matured ex-
cellence, both in its manner and In|
Mr, Leslie's conception of the prob-
léem he has set himself. Regarded |
merely as narrative fietion, it
sometimes a little heavy footed;
is not quite sure that Mr. _Lea'.irr‘s
vocation is that of a raconteur, or
that he has much of the magic gif_t
that belonga to the “spell of the
teller of tales.” Yet it moves s!ead-!
ily in an even enough flow. Its chhff
values, however, lie in its suggestive- |
ness as a study of a great British in- |
stitution—Eton—an institution which |
is even more characteristically Brit-
{5h than either Oxford or Campbridge, |
or the Established Church itself.

The real hero of the book is not
Peter Darley, nor any of the other
boys who serve as subsidiary centers |
of interest, but Eton College itself.
He gives full measure of fine analysis |
of the problems of adolescence, of |
the life of the boys with thelr young
tragedies, hopes, crudities, impulses,
inhibitions; but it is the mass effect
of the whole that counts rather than
any separate strand of the entire
complex. - And therein he is highly
successful. It Is a living institution
that takes shape on his large canvas
—too large and too steadily alive to|
admit of any brief or pointed sum- |
mation. . I

It was a hugely difficult task that |
he set himself. As he admits in his |
very interesting preface, “the public|
school canvas is certainly limited
There could be nothing duller than a}
schocl noyel true to life. Qonversa- |
tion is as restricted among boys as|
among clerks, and by reason of school
glang less intelligible. . . 8chool
life can be totally monotonous and
the train of events devoid of plot |
Breakage of rules affords perpetual |
incident and expulsion the ocecasional |
tragedy. 'The only conversation of |
interest is either priggish/
or Rabelaisian. Character again is
maore discernible among the masters
than boys. The boy is molded to

is
one

|
{

fashion as entirely to rethove from |
it any trace of nobility, of dignity, of
ethical significance and of poetry, |
but Miss Strachey has successfully |
done just®hat. It s not merely vul- |

garized afld cheapened; it is entirely |
transmogrified. Practically the only
thing retained from the original ver- |
sion is its dash of what the Victorian
moralists call “impropriety,” and
this Is treated throughout with a8
truly mid-Victorian simper, a turn-
Ing nside of the head with a leering,
Pesping Tom attitude. It is an as-
tonishing performance,

Bo far as its Intent can be made
out it appears to have been to pre-
sent David and his fellow charac-
ters with “realism™ or simplicity— |
to picture them not from the hislor- |
ical or mythological standpoint but
as cveryday, rather modern human
folk, There is painstaking &wvnid-
ance of "fine writing"” or of any ele-
wvated thought. But the result is
very far from being realistic in any
sense.  One gets rather the impres-
sion of a very modera Sunday school
society masquerading; boys and girls
dressed up In Talse beards and queer
clothes trying to talk like everyday |
people while pretending also to be

pathy: and the relations of his young | “primitive,)” with the superintendent

son, Bob, with the viclous, danger-| as David;

ous yvellow girls, who, however, are
also treated understandingly

tragedy is kherant in the juxtapo-

sitfon of the races; the forces that

come into play are elemental, as lin-

mutable as the ebb and flow of an

ocean tide, sure to operate when cir-
¥ 8100+ Yhent Toom.

and
without too harsh a jullgment. The |

a rather nasty minded
David, wearing a clonk over his|
bhlack frock coat and patent leather
shoes as he goes into battle or sr-
ranges a clandestine appointment |
with Bathsheba, The thing s ut-
terly squeezed dry; not a drop lpft|
of the passion or dignity or signifi-
cance of the orlginal,

A good deal of it becomes a mat-

-

convention and lives in mild terror

lot being thought quaint, talented, or

pious. The school novelist finds it
necessary to caricature the worthy
masters and to exaggerate the un-
worthy boys. Incidents which could
| only occur at Intervals have to be|
brought together in quick suc«.‘essiﬂ'l !
on the chance of improvising a plot.”
Nevertheless Mr, Leslie has avoided |
most of these obvious pitfalls and is
guilty of little distortion or over-
menilng, either in aealing with the
hp}s or'the masters. If the piot, as a
plot, remains a bit artificial it does |
not at all injure the net result. |
It is an Eton entirely of the past
that he is describlng—of twenty
years or so ago. Times have changed,
et nos mutamur in illis. There is
even a touch of the laudator fem-|
poris acti in his attitude. “The fine |
old yeoman and county family |
names,” he says, Toutdating !hr’

pecrage, grew scarcer in the school |

lists, while, unfortunately, financial |
finesse and Semitic snobbery have |
too often filled thelr plass.” iie notes, |
too, that “as the classics slowly fell |
from their high estate the literary |
promise of earlier days in the cen-|
tury was stifled. FEtonians like Field- |
ing, Shelley, Hallam, Milman, King-
lake, Leslie Stephen and Swinburne
had no successors.” i
It is also become true to-day that
Eton mno Jonger ruies 1 armsm
though her =s=ons are slill strong at
Westminster. Looking backward
agnin Mr, Leslie remarks that "Eton- |
jans held the two houses of Parlia-
ment for their class and not for the
people. .Eton compromised in every

he
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Pulpit and Press ArePraising,
Quotlng and Urging the

|

[ Newspapers Are Carrying Feature Articles About
‘This Sensational Book. Clergymen of all Denom-
inations are Discussing it. Don’t Fail To Read It.

HERE'S WHAT THE CLERGY SAYS ABOUT IT

REV. CALEB R. STETSON,

(Trinity Parish):
“It shows in a very striking way
what one very able mind thinks

about some of our ablest men
and their methods "

BISHOP CHAUNCEY B. BREWSTER,
(Hartford, Conn.):

“Accept my congratulations upon
this publication. I have found
the book iotensaly interesting.'”

REV. CHARLES L. SLATTERY,

RE'VJ&EPHP.H@HA& (Grace Churdh):

l‘\klr St. Paul's Chapel, Trinity “I find the material not only ex-

Parish) : ceedingly interesting but honest
“*It is an appreciation of earnest- and discriminating. 1°think the
ness, upon the yart of great re- author has done the Church a

ligious leaders—and it is a pro-
nouncement of failure upon the
part of the Church itseif”
BISHOP FAMcELWAIN,
(Minneapolls, Minn.):
“I think it i5 a2 book
which will do al of
us who have to do

service in making leaders in the
Church known to thelr contem-
poraries.”

REV. J. LEWIS HART-
SOCK,

(8. Andrew’s Metho-
dist Episcopal Church):

*It is a mighty mir-

:::L_:;T t']::n:h:: ror held before the
ood'." . Lyt soul of the Christian
. - church—startling in
BISHOP C. H. BRENT, the things which it
(Buffalo, N. Y.): disc If-;_ws._ tremen-
- L 5 dously significant in
1 find it not oniy Fn
Interesting but really the things which I
valuable.” suggesis.”

And The New York Herald—"There is much peint rubbed off pnd a
window or two hroken, but fresh air comes in with the sunshize, and
somehow you breathe freer after the experience.”

GET “PAINTED WINDOWS” AT ANY BOOKSTORE
12 Portraits. $2.50. PUTNAMS.
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ms DOG ALBERT PAY'S{)N TERHUNE

Auther of “Lad” and “Bruce,” the best dog stories in years
A deeply moving story of an illiterate, shiftless man, who is led by the
. dog he rescues into feeling & new ambition in life. The scene in which
the dog is given back by a court decision to his former owner brings a
lump to the throat of any dog lover. But the dog chooses his own
master, and there is a genuine thrill in the manner of his doing it.

$1.50. Ary bookstore can supply it or, if not. il cen be had from

E. P. DUTTON & CO., 681 Fifth Avenue, New York

“A whale of a book!’]

lsays HARRY HANSEN in the Chicago Daily News off

DAMNED

By the author of “This Side of Paradise™

F. SCOTT FITZGERAL

At all bookstores. $2.00

FIL\RLES SCRIBNER'S SONS, Fifth Avenue, NEW YORE

LEONARD MERRICK’S novel

ONE MAN’S VIEW

Introduction by GRANVILLE BARKER

goes straight to the heart of his subject—a broken marriage
as it affects the man in the case. The novel commands suc-
cess not merely because of his characteristec. whimsically
sympathetic vvay of looking at life, but also because of his
grasp upon the cternal verities of social life.

MERRICK'S works include Comrad in Quest of RHis Youth, The
Actor-Manager, Cynthia, The Peosition of When
Love Fiies Out of the Window, The Man
Women, The House of Lynch, A Chair on the Boullevard, While
Paris Laughed. Each, $1.9%0

Any book store can supply them: or, if not, they can be had from

E. P. DUTTON & CO., 681 Fifth Avenue, New York




